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which will happen never again in your life,
admit that you fool just a little interested in my wickedness, admit that if you ever thought you would like to know me that it is because I know a good deal that you probably don't; admit that your mouth.
waters whou you think of rich and various pleasures tlmt fell to my share in happy, delightful Paris; admit that if this book had boon an account of the pious books I hud road, the churches I had been to, tine! the good works I had done, that you would not have bought it or borrowed it Hypocritical reader, think, had you had courage, health, and money to load a fast lifts, would you not have done so? You don't know, no more do I; I have done so, and I regret nothing except that some infernal farmers and mtnom will not pay mo what they owe me and enable mo to continue the life that was once mine, and of which I was BO bright an ornament How I hate this fttrtxtioua Strand lodging-house, how 1 long for my aptirtmaiit in de h Tawr des Dames, with all its charming adjuncts, palms and pastels, my cat, my python, my friends, blond hair and dark
It was not long before 1 wearied of journalism; the daily article soon grows monotonous, even when you know it will be printed, and this I did not know; My prose was very faulty, and my ideas were unset-tied, T eould not go to the tap and draw them off, the liquor was still fermenting; and partly because my articles were not very easily disposed of, and partly             I was weary of writing on different
I turned my attention to short stories.   Iool a»d a                    ment of all that is unselfish, for he knows that after
